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New  England’s  Greatest 

GLOVE  SALE 

NEVER  BEFORE  SOLD  AT  THESE  PRICES 


GENUINE  HORSEHIDE— FULL  LINE— WELTED  SEAMS 
LEATHER  LACED  HEEL— GENUINE  PLAYERS  MODEL 


CHOICE  OF 
MANY  PLAYERS 
MODELS 
As  Low  As 

$1.50 


LOOK  THESE  OVER  BEFORE  YOU  BUY 


Bob  Doerr 
Bill  VVerber 
Gehringer 
Chuck  Klein 
Pete  Fox 
Bump  Hadley 


Maranville 

Goslin 

Randy  Moore 
Marvin  Owen 
Whitney 
Warstler 


1ST  BASEMEN’S 
MODELS 


GUARANTEED 
Money  Refunded  If 
You  Can  Duplicate 
These  Values 


CATCHER’S 

MODELS 


Jimmie  Foxx 

Gus  Suhr 

Sam  Leslie 

Joe  Judge 
Dahlgren 

CHOICE  OF 
MANY  PLAYERS 
MODELS 

as  low  as 

$2.00 

Gene  Desautels 
Frank  Pytlak 

John  Peacock 

Ray  Hayworth 

Jim  Kilson 

BASEBALL  SHOES 
REDUCED 
as  low  as 

*1.95 

3-pc-Sole,  Inner  Steel 
Plate  Guaranteed 

Others  from  $2.50  to  $6 

BASEBALL 

UNIFORMS 

Shirts  - Pants  - Cap 
Belt  - Hose 

10  Letters 

As  Low  As 

*4.75 

LOUISVILLE 

SLUGGERS 

Catchers’ 

Equipment 

Baseballs 

Softballs 

Tennis 

Golf 

M.  S.  ROSENBAUM 

165  BROADWAY  (Corner  SLawmut  Avenue) 

Three  Blocks  from  Metropolitan  Theatre  Opposite  Subway 

Established  1SS9  BOSTON  Tel.  Han  7168 


Attention! 

Look  Smart  at  Your  Farewell  Dance 
in  "Tux"  or  "Tails"  from 

CROSTON  & CARR 

72  Summer  St.,  cor.  Otis  (Up  one  flight) 

Tuxedoes,  $1.50  Full  Dress,  $2.50  Accessories  for  sale  and  to  rent 


MC©y  inutdim 

Business  is  getting  more  involved,  the  goverment  isdemand= 
ing  more  exact  reports  and  everywhere  the  use  of  “records” 
is  increasing. 

If  you  are  to  understand  statements,  if  you  are  going  to  have 
a responsible^  position  or  own  a business  of  your  own,  you 
need  to  know  Accounting. 

BRYANT  & STRATTON 

COMMERCIAL  SCHOOL 

334  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON 

at  the  “ARLINGTON”  subway  station  KENmore  6789 


College  Entrance  Examination 

Preparation  in  all  subjects  for  college  entrance  is  being  given  by  our 
Special  Staff  of  Expert  Tutors.  Your  smallest  problem  will  receive  our 
most  careful  attention.  For  appointment  please  see  Mr.  Alfred  W.  Altman, 
B.L.S.,  ‘36. 

UNIVERSITY 

Kir  1204  TUTORS  66  Church  St. 


Private  Tutoring1 

in  French  for  the  College  Boards 

EXPERT  INSTRUCTION 

FRANCIS  A.  ROMEO,  B.L.S.  ’27 

6 Bowdoin  Park,  Dorchester  Tel.  Columbia  4380 


Attention!  Attention!  Cadets 

Lindbrook’s  for  Regulation 
High  School  Uniforms  and 
Accessories.  Overseas  Caps 
with  Celluh  id  name  plate. 

LINDBROOK  CLOTHES 
325  Washington  St.,  Boston,  Mass. 


JACK  PEARL 
190  Lincoln  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 

Sellers  of 

M.  P.  BURT 
Health  Shoes  for  Men 


Books  for  Every  One 

De  Wolfe  & Fiske  Co. 

The  Archway  Bookstore 

2 Park  Street  Boston 


Full  Secretarial  and 
Intensive  Short  Courses 

H ICKOX 

Secretarial  School 

Co-educational 

12  Huntington  Ave.  Gregg  Speedwriting 

Boston,  Mass.  Kenmore  6040 
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Charles  Fenno  Winslow 


It  is  with  genuine  regret  that  we  announce  the  retirement  of  Mr. 
Winslow.  For  more  than  thirty  years  he  has  been  the  wise  and  be- 
nevolent counselor  of  hundreds  of  boys.  His  name  has  become  the 
by-word  for  the  ideal  teacher.  During  his  long  career,  he  has  taught 
all  the  subjects  in  the  curriculum  with  the  exception  of  Physics,  which 
he  admits  baffles  him.  Two  hundred  and  sixty  seniors  will  'amen'  that 
opinion.  He  has  been  conscientious  with  his  boys  and  prepared  them 
well.  But  it  was  not  his  teaching  that  earned  him  his  reputation;  it 
was  rather  the  kindness  of  the  man  and  the  atmosphere  of  his  room. 
The  boys  were  more  to  him  than  names  and  he  treated  each  like  a 
father,  his  son. 

Around  his  name  there  has  grown  a wealth  of  legend.  His 
stories  lose  nothing  of  their  humor  no  matter  how  often  he  tells  them 
— which  is  very  often.  Perhaps  his  most  classic  phrase  is  'please  not 
talk'.  No  one  has  ever  located  that  missing  verb.  Equally  famous  is 
the  stern  dictum  occasionally  directed  toward  malefactors;  peering 
over  the  top  of  his  bifocals  and  glancing  down  toward  the  villain,  he 
would  say:  This  way,  please.' 

In  all  things  he  was  firm  but  tolerant,  a true  gentleman  of  the  old 
school.  He  has  been  an  integral  part  of  the  Latin  School  tradition. 
His  departure  leaves  a gap  which  can  never  be  filled. 

The  Headmaster,  faculty,  and  students  of  the  school  wish  him 
Godspeed. 


E SELLA  CURULI 


De  Registro 


With  this  issue,  the  1939  Register 
ceases  its  activity  for  the  school  year. 
Another  staff  passes  on.  (Don’t  cheer, 
boys,  the  poor  devils  are  dying.)  It  has 
been  a year  highly  gratifying  in  many  re- 
spects. 

Mechanically  speaking,  a new  format 
has  lent  the  Register  a certain  freshness 
and  originality.  New  ideas,  new  meth- 
ods of  presentation  have  marked  this 
term.  A comparison  with  the  Register  of 
other  years  will  reveal  what  great  changes 
have  been  effected  in  a few  short  months. 
Despite  the  innovations,  the  Register  has 
remained  substantially  the  same  in  tone 
and  in  policy.  Many  school  magazines  in 
their  desire  for  change  have  lowered  the 
standards  of  their  product.  We  never 
allow  ourselves  to  forget  that  the  Register 
carries  an  old  and  honorable  name  at  its 
masthead — a potent  name,  a name  that 
stands  for  certain  ideals  in  education  and 
in  the  character  building  of  American 
youth.  Sensationalism  and  “playing  up” 
personalities  have  not  marked  the  Latin 
School.  They  shall  not  mark  the  Regis- 
ter. 


Adhering  closely  to  the  fine  traditions 
of  the  school,  and  recognizing  the  con- 
servative nature  of  our  type  of  education, 
nevertheless  we  were  able  to  do  much 
expanding  within  these  limits.  There  has 
probably  been  more  photographic  ma- 
terial these  past  months  in  the  Register 
than  ever  before  in  a like  period.  It  has 
been  of  great  variety  and  of  unfailing  ex- 
cellence. Candid  camera  work,  sport  ac- 
tion pictures,  linoleum  cuts,  and  line  car- 
toons have  enlivened  our  pages.  The 
innovation  of  titles  in  our  mother  tongue, 
Latin,  the  brain  child  of  Executive  Edi- 
tor Jack  Levenson,  show  how  we  have 
attempted  to  reflect  the  character  of  our 
school.  We  have  been  content  to  leave 
modernism  to  others,  while  we  have 
breathed  life  into  the  Classical  tradition. 
In  the  choice  of  new  type,  we  followed 
the  same  principle.  Many  of  the  city 
magazines  have  switched  to  streamlined 
creations.  We  chose  a type  at  once  dis- 
tinctive and  graceful. 

Aside  from  these  mechanical  changes, 
a few  changes  have  been  effected  in  lit- 
erary content. 
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While  we  have  carried  fiction,  the  pro- 
duct of  our  own  writers,  we  have  empha- 
sized articles  bearing  on  the  school,  as 
well.  Activities  peculiar  to  the  school 
have  been  well  publicized. 

We  feel  that  the  editorials  have  been 
refreshing.  Among  these  editorials  were 
such  themes  as  declamation,  discussion  of 
lower  class  problems,  and  timely  articles 
on  the  American  press  and  the  tradition 
of  the  sea. 

The  departments  have  been  well  or- 
ganized and  presented.  The  RRR  has 
renewed  its  vigor  of  former  years.  Sev- 
eral new  departments  have  been  inaugu- 
rated. Among  these  are  the  “Seventh 
Period”  and  “You’re  Not  so  Smart.” 
The  ever-popular  minute  biographies  of 
the  faculty  have  been  revived.  The 
Sports  Department  has  kept  pace  with 
our  ever-victorious  teams. 

Next  year,  the  literary  set-up  will  be 


altered.  A board  of  editors  will  divide 
the  various  functions.  This  board  will 
include,  tentatively  at  least,  five  members. 
These  gentlemen  have  our  heartiest  best 
wishes.  They  don’t  know  it ; but  they  are, 
one  and  all,  in  for  a terrific  headache,  con- 
stant worry,  and  much  enjoyment.  I 
wish  I could  give  them  some  intimate 
notes  from  my  big  black  book, a la  Fidler. 

Without  further  comment,  I relinquish 
the  keys  to  our  private  office,  Room  228, 
a never-failing  haven  of  rest  and  of 
refuge,  highly  conducive  to  cutting  class- 
es ( last  item  censored.)  A bit  sadly,  I 
admit,  I will  them  my  battered  desk,  the 
window  poles,  victims  of  many  a joust, 
the  erasers,  always  potent  missiles,  and 
one  large  waste  basket,  filled  with  manu- 
scripts, lunches,  and  other  undumped 
items.  Gentlemen,  the  Register  is  yours 
— Vale,  Finis  coronat  opus! 

Robert  J . P.  Donlan 


Plausus 


The  Editor-in-Chief  wishes  to  take  this 
opportunity  to  thank  all  those  who  have 
contributed  to  the  success  of  the  Register. 
The  staff  has  been  most  conscientious 
and  co-operative. 

Mr.  Marson,  our  literary  adviser,  was 
invaluable  in  forming  editorial  policies 
and  passing  on  the  literary  merits  of  the 
manuscripts  submitted.  Each  year  he  is 
faced  with  a staff  as  green  as  the  dewy 
grasses  of  spring.  Despite  this  handi- 


cap, he  directs  the  staff  with  a wise  and 
kindly  hand. 

Mr.  Wenners  shouldered  the  business 
affairs  of  the  magazine  with  his  usual 
aplomb,  monthly  performing  gymnastics 
of  a financial  nature  to  produce  money 
where  before  there  was  none. 

Mr.  Dunn  was  most  helpful  with  the 
Yearbook.  His  years  of  experience  with 
the  work  made  his  advice  and  comment 
inevitably  sound. 
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The  Editor-in-Chief  cannot  produce  a 
magazine  alone  and  unaided.  In  view  of 
this  fact,  the  presence  of  Executive  Edi- 
tor Jack  Levenson  was  unusually  effec- 
tive. He  shouldered  an  equal,  if  not 
greater,  burden  with  the  Editor-in-Chief. 

In  matters  of  organization  and  admin- 
istration, he  was  supreme.  There  is  lit- 
erally nothing  in  either  the  Register  or 
the  Yearbook  in  which  he  did  not  play 
a major  part.  Among  his  activities  were 
those  of  executive  editor,  advertising 


manager,  Yearbook  chairman,  R.R.R. 
editorial  writer  and  a host  of  other  ac- 
tivities at  which  these  titles  but  vaguely 
hint.  The  long  and  tedious  task  of  con- 
tributing the  dummy  each  month  fell  on 
his  willing  shoulders.  Thanks  would  be 
superfluous  as  recognition  for  work  so 
well  and  so  ably  done.  If  possibly  the 
next  editor-in-chief  can  find  his  equal, 
which  is  doubtful,  he  need  have  no  fear 
for  the  continued  success  of  the  Register. 

Robert  J . P.  Donlan 


Societas  Schola  Latinae  Bostoniensis 


On  Wednesday,  May  third,  the  Boston 
Latin  School  Association  held  its  an- 
nual meeting  in  the  School  Hall.  Mr. 
Powers,  ’96,  acting  in  place  of  Dr.  David 
D.  Scannell  ’93,  presided  over  the  meet- 
ing. Mr.  Dunn,  ’24,  Mr.  Levine,  ’07,  and 
several  others  of  the  association  spoke 
on  class  representation.  The  association, 
which  was  founded  in  1844,  needs  young 
blood,  as  there  is  not  enough  representa- 
tion from  recent  classes.  Many  complain 
that  the  Alumni  Association  is  run  by  the 
old  graduates.  If  that  is  so,  such  men 
have  no  one  to  blame  but  those  recent 
graduates  who  are  absent  from  these 


meetings.  Among  its  officers  Mr.  Pow- 
ers, our  Headmaster,  is  Librarian,  Mr. 
Dunn  heads  several  of  its  committees, 
and  Mr.  Levine  is  a member  of  the 
Standing  Committee. 

The  Class  of  ’39  had  close  to  thirty 
members  present,  and  a vote  of  thanks 
was  extended  to  it  for  its  showing. 

Plans  for  next  year’s  football  rally 
before  the  English  game  were  discussed, 
and  the  meeting  was  adjourned. 

Don’t  forget,  Class  of  ’39,  we’ll  see  you 
there,  first  Wednesday  in  May,  1940,  at 
8:00  P.  M.,  in  the  School  Hall. 

William  A.  Shue,  ’39 
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E ruditus  Jones  et  Gadus  Morrhua  Expletus 

Harold  T.  Coffin,  ’41 


After  twenty-two  long  years,  a pennant 
had  at  last  come  to  the  Sox.  All  Boston 
was  busy  toasting  to  the  success  of  their 
great  team,  and  especially  to  that  player 
who  had  made  the  team  great — “Erudite” 
Jones. 

From  the  very  day  he  had  stepped  into 
his  uniform  as  a rookie  at  Sarasota,  he 
had  been  the  center  of  adulation  and  ad- 
miration. Highly  touted  as  a slugger  and 
outfielder,  “Erudite”  had  taken  his  time 
in  reporting  to  camp,  and  arrived  several 
days  late.  “Boss  Joe”  had  greeted  him 
with  asperity  and  several  pointed  remarks, 
but  this  fazed  “Erudite”  not  a whit.  He 
picked  up  a bat  and  immediately  ran  the 
other  Sox  outfielders  ragged  chasing  his 
zooming  drives.  Also  “Erudite”  acquit- 
ted himself  well  in  the  outfield,  except  for 
an  occasional  lapse  into  a state  in  which 
he  imagined  himself  at  the  plate,  home  or 
dinner,  and  turned  his  back  upon  the 
game.  This  annoyed  “Boss  Joe”  no  end, 
but  there  seemed  to  be  nothing  he  could 
do  about  stopping  it,  and  “Erudite”  was 
left  alone  to  his  own  methods.  His  field- 
ing was  amazing,  considering  the  regu- 
larity of  his  lapses.  Except  for  an  occa- 
sional missed  fly — missed  because  he  did 
not  see  it — “Erudite”  was  a Titan  at  de- 
fense. And  after  he  had  permitted  the 
batter  to  get  his  freak  hit,  “Erudite” 
would  save  many  a hard-hit  ball  from  go- 
ing safely.  One  good  thing  about  him  was 
that  he  always  managed  to  pay  attention 
during  a critical  point  in  the  game,  and 
only  a few  of  his  errors  were  disastrous. 

The  players  had  noticed  that  “Erudite” 
brought  with  him,  wherever  he  went,  a 
large  oblong  box,  which  he  kept  under  his 
bed.  It  was  not  until  the  middle  of  the 
season,  when  “Erudite”  was  leading  the 
league  with  a batting  mark  of  .412  and 
sparking  the  Sox  into  first  place,  that  one 


of  the  many  reporters  who  regularly  inter- 
viewed “Erudite”  disclosed  the  Secret  of 
the  Oblong  Box  under  “Erudite”  Jones’s 
bed.  Modestly,  in  a two-column  story, 
“Erudite”  explained  that  the  secret  of  his 
success  was  his  keeping  of  a good-luck 
piece  under  his  bed.  For  two  years  “Eru- 
dite” had  carried  and  slept  over  his  oblong 
box  wherever  he  went,  and  his  success  had 
been  steady  and  phenomenal.  “I  know 
this  sounds  sorta  silly,”  “Erudite”  was 
quoted  as  saying,  “but  my  good  luck  piece 
is  a big  stuffed  Cod.  I caught  it  the  day 
before  my  batting  average  jumped  twenty 
points  in  three  days,  and  I figured  that  it 
gives  me  my  immense  hitting  power.” 
“Erudite’s”  Sacred  Cod  (as  it  was  called) 
was  the  sensation  of  the  league.  It  so 
startled  the  Yankees  and  the  Tigers  that 
they  fell  into  a simultaneous  slump,  and 
only  recovered  when  they  were  ten  and 
twenty  games  respectively  behind  the 
Sox.  It  was  generally  believed  that  “Eru- 
dite’s” stuffed  cod  (not  to  mention  “Eru- 
dite”) put  a weak  pitching-staffed  Red 
Sox  team  into  the  league  championship. 

And  so  it  came  about  that  “Erudite” 
was  being  toasted  and  praised  and  ban- 
queted two  days  before  the  beginning  of 
the  World’s  Series  with  the  National 
League  entry  (called  ‘victim’  by  the 
American  League),  the  New  York  Giants. 
The  old  town  hadn’t  seen  such  a demon- 
stration since  the  last  time  their  team  had 
won  the  championship — way  back  in  1918. 
The  Press  was  running  yards  and  yards 
of  “dope,”  and  predictions,  and  amused 
itself  by  crowing  at  the  prospect  of  Boston 
telling  New  York  where  to  get  off.  The 
bus  lines  were  doing  twice  their  June  and 
July  business,  and  the  hotels  were  busy 
welcoming  with  open  arms  at  five  dollars 
a day.  Imagine  the  fever  of  excitement ! 
Bunting  flying  from  every  window,  brass 


10  THE  REGISTER 


hands  playing,  carpenters  busy  construct- 
ing extra  stands  at  Fenway  Park  — oh. 
such  excitement. 

“Sprig”  O’Doul  and  I returned  from 
downtown  the  day  before  the  series 
opened.  “Sprig”  is  the  Sox  center  fielder, 
and  has  winced  many  a time  as  a sharply 
hit  ball  has  ricochetted  from  the  head  of 
the  somnambulistic  Mr.  Jones,  only  to 
fall  to  the  ground  like  a football  punctured 
in  midair.  Thus,  “Sprig”  feels  that  he  is 
closest  to  “Erudite,”  and  therefore  takes 
his  welfare  very  much  to  heart.  “Sprig” 
had  been  annoying  me  all  the  way  from 
Park  Street — he  had  dropped  off  to  sleep 
during  one  of  Hollywood’s  “Super-Colos- 
sals”  and  had  had  a nightmare,  in  which 
he  dreamed  that  “Erudite’s”  cod  had  been 
stolen  by  some  of  the  Giants.  He  was  in 
a state  of  nervous  prostration  by  the  time 
we  reached  the  Kenmore  Square  Hotel, 
and  I was  almost  voiceless  from  vainly 
trying  to  calm  his  fears.  As  confidently 
as  I had  talked  to  “Sprig,”  I do  not  mind 
admitting  that  I was  a mite  nervous  too. 
It  would  be  disastrous  if  “Erudite”  failed 
to  come  through.  Even  the  rabid  Boston 
papers  had  admitted  that  Boston’s  hopes 
rested  solely  upon  the  eccentric  right- 
welder.  We  dashed  through  the  foyer, 

mmandeered  an  elevator,  and  burst  into 
'he  room  “Erudite,”  “Sprig,”  and  I 
^ared. 

It  was  with  trembling  hands  that  we 
nulled  forth  the  oblong  box  from  beneath 
the  bed  and  opened  it.  Our  worst  fears 
were  realized.  “Erudite’s”  cod  HAD 
been  stolen ! 

Ten  years  of  handling  pitchers  has 
made  me  cool  as  ice — I did  not  waste  my 
time  wringing  my  hands  and  cursing  the 
Giants  who  had  stolen  the  cod.  Instead, 
I looked  about  me  and  coolly  took  stock. 

“Erudite”  must  not  know  that  his  cod 
has  been  stolen,  so  let  us  take  the  box  with 
us  so  that  he  may  not  happen  upon  it 
empty.  We  can  perhaps  substitute  an- 
other cod  in  its  place  . . but  “Sprig” 
was  inconsolable.  He  contended  that 


THIS  BE  COD 


“Erudite’s”  cod,  and  only  that  one,  would 
be  of  any  use.  I argued  on  a loftier  plane, 
declaring  that  “Erudite”  was  merely  psy- 
chologically affected,  that  is,  that  it  made 
no  difference  whether  the  cod  was  actually 
the  one  he  had  caught  two  years  ago,  so 
long  as  “Erudite”  could  be  made  to  be- 
lieve that  it  was.  A mere  superstition,  I 
told  “Sprig.”  “Let  us  set  out,  then,  and 
procure  a suitable  substitute.  If  “Eru- 
dite” should  ask  where  his  box  is,  and 
what  we  have  been  doing  with  it,  tell  him 
that  we  merely  borrowed  it  to  show  a 
fisherman  friend  to  convince  him  that  the 
cod  really  is  of  a tremendous  size.  He 
will  never  know  the  difference.  Those 
scoundrels  have  merely  given  you  and  me 
an  extra  incentive  to  beat  them.  They 
have  actually  lost  much  by  their  persiflage, 
if  it  may  be  called  that.”  We  took  the 
empty  box,  and  hiring  a car,  drove  off  in 
search  of  a substitute  for  “Erudite’s”  cod. 
It  would  not  be  hard  to  find  a suitable  one, 
for,  as  “Sprig”  remarked,  all  fish  look 
alike. 

However,  the  matter  was  more  difficult 
than  we  thought.  We  first  tried  fish  mar- 
kets, but  it  was  quite  evident  that  none  of 
the  cod  they  had  was  anywhere  near  the 
immensity  we  desired.  Besides,  they 
were  not  stuffed  or  preserved,  and  had  a 
ripe  odor.  Next  we  tried  several  mu- 
seums, but  again  the  problem  of  size  con- 
fronted us.  By  eight  o’clock  we  were 
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tired  and  discouraged,  But  to  great  men, 
the  chasm  of  despair  only  inspires  them 
the  more  ; it  was  so  with  me.  I thought  of 
the  ideal  substitute — about  the  same  size, 
and  stuffed.  In  fact,  it  was,  in  the  par- 
lance, a “dead  ringer"  for  “Erudite’s" 
stuffed  cod.  1 told  “Sprig”  of  my  inspira- 
tion, and  his  downcast  eyes  and  drooping 
figure  received  new  life.  He  congratu- 
lated me  upon  my  perspicacity,  and  de- 
clared that  I had  saved  the  situation.  The 
only  hitch  to  our  plan  was  that  the  getting 
of  this  cod  entailed  breaking  and  entering, 
for  its  owners  prized  it  as  an  emblem  and 
would  not  listen  to  any  offers  of  sale  . . . 
However,  who  were  we  to  quibble  at  trivia 
when,  upon  the  substituting  of  that  cod, 
rested  Boston’s  chances  in  the  World’s 
Series?  If  we  had  been  breaking  and 
entering  for  the  past  twenty  years, 
“Sprig”  and  I could  not  have  been  more 
coolly  determined.  We  drove  downtown 
and  parked  the  car  on  deserted  Park 
Street.  Luckily  everyone  was  in  town  at 
the  hotels,  theatres  and  restaurants,  and 
we  had  needed  privacy  in  which  to  work. 
As  I had  suggested  the  plan,  I was  to  do 
the  breaking  and  entering,  while  “Sprig” 
stood  guard. 

It  came  off  easier  than  I had  hoped. 
Not  once  was  I disturbed  in  my  work,  and 
in  half  an  hour  from  the  time  we  parked 
the  car  on  Park  Street,  we  were  back  in 
our  room,  storing  the  exact  replica — well, 
almost  exact — in  its  oblong  box  under 
“Erudite’s”  bed.  We  had  so  arranged  it 
that  “Erudite”  would  have  to  examine  it 
closely  to  discern  any  discrepancy ; there 
was  really  no  danger  of  this,  because  we 
knew  that  “Erudite”  looked  in  the  box 
only  before  and  after  long  train  trips,  and 
the  thought  that  everybody  would  have 
the  audacity  to  steal  his  Sacred  Cod  never 
entered  his  head.  No,  there  was  no  fur- 
ther worry  as  to  “Erudite”  losing  his  po- 
tency at  the  plate  because  of  his  cod.  Of 
course,  if  such  a disaster  should  occur, 
“Sprig”  would  insist  that  the  spell  had 
been  removed,  but  I still  clung  to  my  be- 
lief that  it  was  psychology  that  spurred 


“Erudite"  on.  We  soon  dropped  off  to 
sleep,  exhausted  from  our  arduous  labors 
of  the  evening. 

The  Great  Day  dawned  cool  and  clear. 
“Erudite”  leaped  from  his  bed  crying: 
“What  a day!  I’m  sure  going  to  show 
them  Giants  they  ain’t  as  big  as  they 
sound:”  “Sprig”  and  I felt  hopeful  in- 
deed. When  “Erudite”  was  in  good  hu- 
mor, he  always  murdered  enemy  pitch- 
ing. In  fact,  we  were  all  in  good  humor. 
The  morning  papers  were  outside  and 
we  read  them  with  our  breakfast. 

“Well ! Whatdaya  know  ! !”  exclaimed 
“Erudite”  as  he  unfolded  his  paper.  “We 
ain't  in  the  big  headlines — they’s  great 
big  headlines  about  a fish  instead !” 

It  was  indeed  true.  One  of  the  papers, 
which  was  run  by  a Yale  man,  said  : 
Harvard  Pranksters  Steal 

Cod  from  State  House. 
which  was  pretty  thin,  because  college  had 
just  opened,  and  how  could  you  expect 
them  to  get  warmed  up  as  soon  as  that? 
The  other  papers  were  divided  in  opinion 
as  to  who  perpetrated  the  horrible  deed ; 
one  blamed  the  present  administration, 
and  two  blamed  M.  I.  T.  boys  and  the  big 
baseball  crowd  that  had  swept  into  town 
for  the  Series.  They  all  subordinated  the 
Series  story  to  the  description  of  how  the 
Sacred  Cod  was  discovered  missing  and 
to  conjectures  on  how  the  thief  did  it  and 
who  the  thief,  or  thieves,  was  or  were. 
“Sprig"  and  1 winked  across  the  table  at 
each  other,  hardly  able  to  supress  our 
laughter.  “Erudite”  was  frankly  aston- 
ished, and  went  around  muttering  and 
shaking  his  head. 

“I  guess  I ain’t  the  only  one  that’s  got 
a cod  for  a good-luck  piece.  I can’t  be- 
lieve it.  I always  heard  tell  that  Massa- 
chusetts was  a sensible  place.  Fish  for  a 
good-luck  piece,  huh  ! Bet  it’s  some  crazy 
publicity  stunt.” 

\\  ell,  there  was  an  overflow  crowd  at 
Fenway  Park  that  afternoon.  Even  with 
the  new  stands  and  the  high  prices  for 
seats,  there  were  many  turned  away. 

1 here  were  the  governor  and  the  mayor. 
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both  looking  pretty  worried  about  their 
Sacred  Cod ; the  local  and  state  digni- 
taries, every  one  who  counted.  The 
grandstand  was  strewn  with  flags  and 
streamers,  and  the  management  requested 
those  in  the  bleachers  who  had  coats  to 
please  wear  them,  so  that  the  whole  affair 
would  not  be  degraded  by  the  sordid  sight 
of  shirtsleeves.  The  grass  was  green  as 
an  emerald,  and  nice  and  warmish-yellow 
where  the  sun  struck  it ; the  boys  man- 
aged to  look  very  bored  and  nonchalant  as 
they  rhythmically  warmed  up ; at  inter- 
vals a huge  band  struck  up  martial  airs. 
Then,  at  two-fifteen,  the  game  got  under 
way. 

We  were  victorious  that  day,  but  I do 
not  wish  to  live  it  over.  “Erudite”  was 
the  backbone  of  our  offense,  and  he  ran 
the  bases  like  a madman.  But  he  made 
another  of  his  lapses  in  the  outfield,  and 
the  Giants  scored  an  unearned  run.  If 
we  hadn’t  had  our  star  pitcher  working 
for  us  that  day,  the  outcome  would  have 
been  distinctly  unfavorable  for  us.  Al- 
though “Sprig”  and  I ably  assisted  “Eru- 
dite” in  pushing  runs  around  the  bases, 
even  greater  than  our  combination  was 
the  Giant  one  of  “Mike”  Dacev  and  “Pat” 
Horgan.  These  two  together  got  as  many 
hits  as  we  three.  We  were,  I must  admit, 
lucky  to  win  that  first  game.  All  we  could 
hope  for,  with  our  lesser  pitchers  remain- 
ing, was  a falling-off  in  form  on  the  part 
of  Messrs.  Dacey  and  Horgan.  “Boss 
Joe,”  after  the  game,  asked  “Erudite” 
what  caused  him  to  dream  standing  up 
this  time,  and  “Erudite”  told  him  that  he 
was  worried  because  “a  sensible  state” 
like  Massachusetts  should  choose  a good- 
luck  piece  in  a cod,  and  thinking  about 
this  oddity  had  caused  another  of  his 
lapses.  “Boss  Joe”  told  “Erudite”  to  try 
to  pay  attention  to  the  game,  now  that 
every  one  was  so  important,  and  to  stop 
worrying  about  Massachusetts’  Sacred 
Cod. 

We  won  the  game  the  next  day,  but  the 
margin  was  even  closer,  and  if  it  hadn’t 
been  for  three  miraculous  catches  by 


“Erudite”  and  two  home-runs  and  a 
double  by  the  same  gentleman,  we  would 
have  been  trounced  severely.  “Boss  Joe” 
was  grim  that  night,  as  the  scene  shifted  to 
New  York.  Well  did  he  know  that  “Eru- 
dite,” brilliant  as  he  was,  could  not  make 
up  for  the  super-human  play  of  Dacey  and 
Horgan,  who  were  even  outshining  “Eru- 
dite.” His  fears  were  well-founded,  for 
we  dropped  the  three  games  in  New  York 
by  ever-increasing  margins.  It  seemed 
that  Dacey  and  Horgan  just  could  not  be 
stopped.  It  was  a beaten  Red  Sox  team 
which  glumly  made  the  return  trip  to  Bos- 
ton. Poor  “Erudite,”  though  he  had 
shone  brilliantly  and  done  his  best,  seemed 
to  believe  that  it  was  all  his  fault.  “I  just 
guess  Dacey  and  Horgan  have  got  hold  of 
a stuffed  cod — maybe  they’re  the  ones 
that  stole  the  Sacred  Cod  from  the  State 
House,”  he  brooded.  “Sprig”  and  I al- 
most fell  off  our  respective  chairs.  I mo- 
tioned “Sprig”  to  come  out  with  me  for 
a walk.  When  we  were  out  of  “Erudite’s” 
ear-shot,  we  both  spoke  simultaneously : 

“Dacey  and  Horgan  are  the  ones 
(‘Sprig’  said  ‘guvs,’  I believe)  that  stole 
‘Erudite’s  cod  ! That’s  what’s  been  giv- 
ing them  their  hitting  spree  ! Why  didn’t 
we  guess  before?”  Everything,  I pointed 
out  to  “Sprig,”  fitted  in.  Dacey  and  Hor- 
gan were  known  to  be  prankish  and  mali- 
cious ; they  were  the  two  Giants  who 
roomed  in  our  hotel  just  before  the  series 
opened,  and  they  were  the  ones  getting 
the  sudden  rash  of  hits.  Of  course,  this 
was  a rather  weak  basis  for  believing  that 
they  were  the  culprits,  but  we  knew  that 
they  were. 

“All  I can  say  is  that  they’re  pretty  low 
to  stoop  to  such  a mean  trick ; let’s  see 
what  we  can  do  to  keep  ’em  from  stealing 
the  series.”  I agreed  implicitly  with 
Sprig."  We  had  no  scruples  on  that 
score.  “\\  ell,  the  first  thing  to  do  is  to 
sneak  into  their  room  and  take  ‘Erudite’s’ 
cod  back,”  declared  “Sprig.”  “Or  better 
still,  switch  cods,  and  let  them  have  the 
one  we  took  from  the  State  House  the 
other  night.  That  thing’s  just  a bother  to 
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us;  I’m  still  scared  when  a cop  looks  at 
me.” 

“Ah,”  I said,  as  I conceived  another  of 
my  brilliant  plans,  “that  would  do  no 
good.  You  are  still  laboring,  ‘Sprig,’ 
under  the  apprehension  that  the  cod  is  the 
lucky  piece  itself  ; in  other  words,  you  be- 
lieve that  the  minute  we  take  the  fish  from 
the  possession  of  Dacey  and  Horgan,  that 
their  streak  will  stop  as  abruptly  as  it 
began.  But  that  is  where  you  err.  I do 
agree  with  you  that  the  cod  is  the  cause  of 
the  streak,  but  I do  not  believe  that  its 
presence  is  necessary  after  it  has  estab- 
lished its  possessor  in  his  success ; you 
can  see  for  yourself  that  ‘Erudite’  is  ab- 
solutely as  good  now  without  his  cod  as 
he  was  with  it.  It  is,  as  I have  explained 
before,  the  psychology  involved.  We  will 
accomplish  no  purpose  in  removing  Dacey 
and  Horgan’s  ill-gotten  good  luck  piece. 


ERUDITE 


But,  as  usual,  I have  a plan,  which  is  this : 
we  shall  go  to  their  room,  bringing  with 
us  the  State  House,  or  so-called.  Sacred, 
Cod ; we  shall  substitute  The  Sacred  Cod 
for  ‘Erudite’s’  cod,  as  we  have  already 
done,  but  under  dissimilar  circumstances ; 
we  shall  then  return  home  with  ‘Erudite’s’ 
cod,  returning  it,  in  its  box,  to  its  accus- 
tomed position  ; we  shall  then  wait  a suit- 
able interval  before  going  downtown  and 
calling  (from  a large,  public  pay-station) 
the  police  and  the  militia ; we  shall  then 
inform  them  that  The  Sacred  Cod  of 
Massachusetts  reposes  in  the  room  of 
Messrs.  Dacey  and  Horgan,  of  the  New 
York  National  baseball  club;  the  police 
and  militia  will  find  the  incriminating  evi- 
dence, and  the  Messrs.  Dacey  and  Horgan 
will  be  incarcerated  for  a period  sufficient 
to  make  it  certain  that  they  will  not  appear 
in  the  remaining  two  games  of  the 
World’s  Series.  In  that  way,  we  shall 
settle  a score,  rid  ourselves  of  an  extreme- 
ly embarrassing  impediment,  and  save  the 
face  of  our  own  team  and  the  American 
League.  Do  you  follow  me?” 

“You  practically  gave  me  a road  map,” 
exulted  “Sprig.” 

As  I had  expected,  my  plan  worked 
smoothly  and  without  any  hitches.  The 
overwrought  police  and  militia,  no  doubt 
having  been  verbally  laced  by  their  supe- 
riors, even  though  they  had  been  made 
the  butt  of  numerous  practical  jokes  and 
had  answered  five  or  six  false  alarms 
(For  instance,  some  one  had  called  and 
told  them  that  The  Sacred  Cod  was  in  a 
Harvard  dormitory.  Upon  arrival  at  the 
given  address,  the  spirits  of  the  police  had 
risen,  for  an  oblong  box  was  discovered. 
Imagine,  however,  their  chagrin  upon 
opening  the  large  box,  only  to  find  a 
canned  sardine  reposing  inside!)  re- 
sponded to  the  call  immediately,  for  they 
could  afford  to  overlook  no  information, 
no  matter  how  improbable.  The  Messrs. 
Dacey  and  Horgan  were  unceremoniously 
hauled  off  to  jail,  where  they  were  com- 
pelled to  languish  for  two  weeks  without 
bail,  despite  the  frantic  efforts  of  the  New 
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York  baseball  club  officials. 

Of  course,  we  proceeded  to  win  the 
series  with  victories  of  10.3  and  1-0. 
“Erudite,”  “Sprig”  and  I were  the  stars 
of  the  first  game,  and  “Erudite  ’ broke  a 
scoreless  tie  with  his  eleventh-inning 
home  run.  It  was  the  most  exciting  world 
series  ever  played,  in  the  opinion  of  all 
who  had  seen  it. 

The  afternoon  on  which  we  finally  won 
was  indeed  a bleak  one  for  Messrs.  Dacey 
and  Horgan.  “Erudite,”  “Sprig,’  and  I 
returned  early  to  our  room.  “Erudite” 


stood  looking  at  the  box  under  his  bed, 
and  there  were  tears  in  his  eyes.  “I  know 
what  I’ll  do,”  he  said  softly,  “I  feel  so 
sorry  for  them  two  poor  Giants,  Dacey 
and  Horgan,  that  I’m  a-goin’  to  send  them 
my  stuffed  fish  ; I figures  they’ll  need  luck 
next  season,  and  I don’t  think  I 11  be 
needin’  it,  because  it  ain’t  really  my  good 
luck  piece — I just  kep'  it  for  a publicity 
stunt.  Yep,  1 guess  I’ll  send  it  down  to 
them  poor  guys  at  the  jail.  I feel  real 
sorry  for  them,  and  I know  how  much 
they’ll  ’predate  it.” 


Versus  De  Ferculo  Reddendo 


(Apologies  to  Samuel  Taylor  Coleridge) 
It  is  an  ancient  pedagogue, 

And  he  stoppeth  one  of  three. 

“By  thy  long  grey  pants  and  checkered 
vest, 

“The  school-room’s  doors  are  opened 
wide, 

And  I can  well  begin ; 

The  test  is  set,  the  boys  are  met, 

May’st  hear  the  merry  din.” 

He  holds  him  with  his  skinny  hand ; 
“There  is  a tray,”  quoth  he. 

“Hold  off.  Unhand  me,  gray-beard 
loon !” 

Eftsoons  his  hand  dropt  he. 

He  holds  him  with  his  glittering  eye — 
The  goofy  youth  stands  still, 

And  listens  like  a three  years’  child ; 

The  Pedagogue  hath  his  will. 

The  youth  sinks  down  upon  the  floor, 

He  cannot  but  consent ; 


And  thus  speaks  on  that  ancient  man, 
Full  of  calm  content. 

“My  paunch  was  cheered,  the  tray  was 
cleared, 

And  merrily  did  I glean 
Every  crumb  and  every  drop 
From  that  tray  so  clean. 

“The  tray  came  up  upon  the  left, 

Out  of  the  room  came  he ! 

When  it  was  cleared,  then  on  the  right 
It  must  go  down  ’fore  three.” 

“Higher  and  higher  every  day, 

They  piled  my  plates  so  well” — 

The  droopy  youth  here  beat  his  breast, 
For  he  heard  the  ringing  bell. 

The  tardy  boy  walks  to  the  desk, 

Red  as  a rose  is  he  ; 

Shamefully  procures  a slip. 

Then  slowly  returneth  he. 

R.  V.  Horrigan,  ’41 
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Venitisne  Ad  Scholam  Latinam? 

H.  T.  Coffin,  ’41 


We  at  Latin  School  believe  in  fair  play. 
Every  year  there  is  a large  hatch  of  ambi- 
tious elementary  school  youngsters,  who 
have  received  all  A’s  and  B’s  on  their  re- 
port cards,  casting  a speculative  eye  upon 
Latin  School.  The  next  September  we 
are  attacked  by  a brigade  of  short,  short- 
panted  scholars  or  pupils — or  whatever 
category  they  may  fall  into ; and  through 
the  dreary  halls  there  sounds  once  again 
the  echo  of  childish  laughter.  This  laugh- 
ter is  but  short-lived,  however.  Some- 
body should  warn  these  lads  of  the  perils 
that  lurk  around  every  corner  of  this 
building.  Here  goes ! 

First  of  all,  prospective  entrants,  you 
will  meet  with  Friend  Latin ; and  this 
alleged  friend  will  introduce  you  to  many 
of  his  rather  nasty  confederates,  whom  we 
call  Caesar,  Cicero,  Sallust,  Ovid,  Virgil, 
in  that  order.  Each  one  gets  just  a little 
nastier.  You  will  find  Friend  Latin 
rather  easy  for  the  first  year  or  so — but 
then  . . . Indeed,  the  only  things  which  can 
worry  you  much  in  the  studies  line  are 
The  Friends  Classic,  Latin  and  Greek. 
(N.B. : You  may  skip  Greek.)  Of  course, 
we  start  with  the  supposition  that  you  are 
a real  classical  student ; therefore,  you  will 
take  Greek.  Greek  is  a queer  language. 
It  is  somewhat  like  Latin  in  that  it  re- 
sembles an  Archaeological  Expedition — 
you  have  to  keep  digging.  It  is  possible 
to  forget  the  whole  language  over  the 
Christmas  Vacation.  However,  some  pu- 
pils are  extraordinarily  gifted;  they  can 
forget  it  over  night.  If  the  pupil  were 
allowed  to  have  his  book  open  during  a 
Greek  test  and  to  turn  to  the  vocabulary  at 
will,  meanwhile  consulting  several  trea- 
tises on  “ 1 he  Conjugation  (Complete)  of 
All  Greek  Verbs”  (a  bulky  tome,  seven 
volumes  thick),  he  would  do  better  than 
the  pupil  who  had  the  samo  chances  in  a 
Latin  test.  The  standby  of  Greek  reading 
is  Xenophon’s  Anabasis.  As  you  will  dis- 
cover, ninety  per  cent  of  the  pages  read  as 
follows : 


“From  this  place  also  Cyrus  proceeded 
thirty  parasangs  but  yes  certainly  for  five 
day’s  march  but  through  the  country  of 
the  Surreean’s  (Syrian’s);  in  this  place 
the  soldiers  stopped  and  pitched  millstones 
at  Klearchus,  the  general  of  them  whom 
they  already  but  yes  suspected  of  psomix- 
oumai  (we  couldn’t  find  that  last  word  in 
the  vocabulary).  But  then  already  the 
Cyrus  pacified  them  by  drowning  the  lead- 
ers to  them  and  promising  additional  pay, 
but  yes  definitely.  The  soldiers  then 
voted  among  themselves  to  proceed  across 
the  river  with  the  sacred  fish,  and  from 
this  place  at  dawn  they  proceeded  thirty 
parasangs  through  the  Surreeans  (the 
Syrians).” 

Latin  is  even  harder,  especially  Cicero 
when  he  is  asking  rhetorical  questions  of 
poor  Catiline  ; and  the  difficulty  may  he 
measured  by  the  following  facts;  (1)  it 
takes  the  average  poor  student  an  hour  to 
do  his  Latin  with  the  help  of  six  inter- 
linear translations  and  the  before-school 
huddle ; ( 2 ) it  takes  the  average  student 
half  an  hour  to  get  four  lines  seventy  per 
cent  correct ; and  (3)  it  takes  the  shark’s 
father  (who  is  secretly  a Latin  teacher, 
but  the  shark  tells  his  classmates  his  pater 
is  unable  to  speak  any  language  but  Es- 
peranto), two  hours  to  get  it  into  his  son’s 
head,  so  that  his  son  will  be  a shark,  etc. 
etc. 

That  is  not  all.  On  the  social  side,  you 
will  meet  many  rebuffs.  The  masters  en- 
courage an  academic,  intellectual,  imper- 
sonal atmosphere.  You  must  make  the 
best  of  it.  Among  other  things,  masters 
object  to  being  run  into  in  the  corridors, 
addressed  by  the  appellations  “Hey,  you  !” 
and  the  like.  Latin  School  is  no  bed  of 
roses.  No  quarter  is  given,  even  though 
asked. 

Remember,  then,  that  you  have  been 
warned.  If  you  still  persist  in  entering, 
the  responsibilities  becomes  yours — and 
how ! 
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Praemia  ad  Exercendum 


The  annual  prize  drill  of  the  Latin 
school  regiments  was  held  in  the  yard  on 
Friday,  May  5.  Everything  combined 
to  make  the  event  a gala  one.  The 
weather  was  ideal  as  the  cadets  performed 
their  movements  in  unison.  The  com- 
petition was  keen  and  the  company  cap- 
tains led  their  squads  so  well  that  a dif- 
ference of  a few  points  was  the  line  be- 
tween defeat  and  victory.  The  hand  and 
drum  corps  again  displayed  the  form 
that  has  won  them  so  many  trophies  in 
recent  years.  The  judges  of  the  drill 
were : Lieut.  Colonel  Choquette,  Captain 
Keefe,  B.  L.  S.  ’24,  and  Lieutenant  Mc- 
Ginnis. The  award  of  prizes  following 
the  flashing  review  was  made  by  Head- 
master Powers.  The  honor  of  Colonel 


of  the  Regiment  went  to  the  popular  cir- 
culation manager  of  the  Register,  George 
A.  Schlichte.  His  staff  consists  of  Lieut. 
Colonel  Dellascio  and  Majors  Rubin, 
Rosen,  Silverman  and  Shue.  The  Colonel 
of  the  other  regiment  is  Lvnde  Williams. 
His  staff  is  made  up  of  Lieut.  Colonel 
Greene  and  Majors  O’Brien,  Maxwell, 
Foley,  and  Noahson. 

Colonel  Penney  deserves  great  credit 
for  the  way  in  which  his  officers  did  their 
job.  Many  parents  were  present  at  the 
exercises. 

Colonel  Schlicte  will  lead  the  Latin 
school  regiments  in  the  annual  street 
parade,  June  6.  Last  year,  Latin  school 
took  second  prize  and  Colonel  Penney  is 
confident  of  victorv  for  this  year. 


Col.  Lynde  G.  Williams 


Col.  George  A.  schlichte 
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Gymnasium 


Least  publicized  of  all  school  activi- 
ties, but  withal  the  most  interesting  of 
them  is  the  “Gym”  program  under  the 
capable  direction  of  Mr.  Patten.  “Gym” 
replaces  drill  for  boys  in  Classes  V and 
VI.  Mr.  Patten  does  more  than  oversee 
the  mechanical  aspects  of  his  program, 
but  has  sponsored  several  tournaments  as 
extra-curricular  adjuncts.  Foremost  of 
these  is  the  basketball  tournament,  now 
in  its  second  year.  Each  of  the  nine 
Class  V rooms,  selects  1 1 boys — 5 for  the 
first  team,  5 for  the  second  team,  and  one 
sub.  Each  room  has  its  own  jerseys  of 
many  colors.  The  play  is  conducted  very 
fairly.  Both  first  and  second  teams  play 
in  the  same  game  alternately. 

In  the  first  round,  Room  318  defeated 
Room  131  after  three  overtime  periods. 
In  the  second  round  Room  131  defeated 
229,  232  downed  102,  331  bested  322, 
and  325  defeated  324.  Mr.  Kilroy  of 
Commerce  refereed.  In  the  semi-finals, 
Room  232  won  out  over  325  and  331 
downed  131.  Mr.  Kelly  of  Commerce 
(what  is  this!)  refereed.  In  the 
finals  Mr.  Kozodoy’s  Room  232  defeated 
Room  331.  Mr.  Dunn  refereed 
(B.  L.  S.  and  about  time  we’ll  say.) 
The  first  half  was  close.  But  232  forged 
ahead  to  win  by  a comfortable  margin  in 
the  last  stanza.  A crowd  of  about  500 
boys  saw  the  finals.  Incidentally,  Room 
331  was  last  year’s  victor. 

A plaque  has  been  set  up  in  the  drill 
hall,  indicating  the  winners  of  the  two 


tournaments. 

Mr.  Patten  is  also  planning  a squash 
ball  and  ping  pong  tournament  for  next 
year. 

The  most  impressive  feature  of  the 
“Gym”  activities  is  the  conduct  of  the 
daily  squash  ball  games.  These  games 
have  no  umpires ! The  boys  decide  ques- 
tions for  themselves.  The  development 
of  sportsmanship  may  well  be  traced  to 
such  activities.  Such  actions  for  boys  of 
11  or  12  years  of  age  is  very  unusual. 
The  school  will  undoubtedly  agree  that 
Mr.  Patten  not  only  organizes  and  di- 
rects worthwhile  endeavors  but  seeks  to 
develop  sportsmanship  at  the  age  when 
it  should  be  developed. 
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Domini  Nostri  Magistrique 

Mr.  F.  C.  Cleary  of  Room  119  has 
been  an  English  teacher  since  he  came 
here  in  1925  . . . graduated  from  B.  L.  S. 
in  1920  . . . is  a Harvard  man  ...  is  mar- 
ried and  has  one  child  . . . his  hobby  is 
gardening  . . . used  to  run  the  candy 
counter  before  the  ladies  took  over  . . . 
formerly  adviser  for  the  debating  club 
. . . played  John  Harvard  in  the  Boston 
Tercentenary  Celebration  . . . says, 

“B.  L.  S.  boys  have  changed  little  in  any 
respect  in  the  past  fourteen  years.” 


Mr.  Charles  Fitzgerald  — French  — 
Room  120  ..  . coaches  all  recognized  ath- 
letics ...  a Boston  College  graduate — 
played  football  and  baseball  there  . . . 
says : “My  hobby  is  eating,  but  I lavish 
most  of  my  time  on  my  beautiful  ten- 
year-old  daughter  ...  I was  once  an 
executive  with  a big  desk  and  a pretty 
stenographer — but  no  salary — I quit  . . . 
1 graduated  from  B.  L.  S.  in  1914 — play- 
ed baseball,  football,  and  track  here  . . . 
mv  hobby  is  golf  which  I play  in  the 
lower  130’s  . . . that’s  all;  my  lawyer 
won't  let  me  say  any  more.” 


Mr.  Wibur  teaches  Latin  and  Greek 
in  Room  219  . . . received  his  A.  B.  de- 
gree at  Williams  where  he  played  on  the 
baseball  team  . . . owns  a fifty-two  acre 
apple  farm  near  Ashland,  Mass.,  whence 
he  commutes  to  school  . . . works  the  farm 
as  a business  enterprise  as  well  as  a hobby 
. . . has  been  teaching  for  thirty  years, 
altho  he  didn’t  come  to  B.  L.  S.  until  1920. 
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Registri  Relator  Rabiens 


March  13.  Teacher:  Is  it  perfectly 
clear  now  ? 

Monet : As  clear  as  mud. 

Teacher:  Well,  that  covers  the  ground. 

March  14.  Question  from  Murphy : 
Is  the  banquet  formal  or  do  we  wear  our 
own  clothes  ? 

March  15.  Meetings,  so  they  say,  of 
the  Classical  (Latin,  to  you)  and  Math 
Clubs.  Robinson:  So  that  actor  is  dy- 
namite? Flasclmer : Yes,  he  always 
blows  up  his  lines. 

March  16.  For  the  first  time  in  years 
almost  the  whole  school  prayed  . . . and 
report  cards  did  not  come  out. 

March  17.  The  prayers  went  partially 
answered.  We  had  a half  day  off  from 
school. 

March  20.  The  middle  third  of  the 
school  assembled  . . . Then  again,  the 
Society  for  the  Universal  Expansion  of 
Toreadors  met  in  Room  226.  P.  S. 
Guess  what  club  is  referred  to. 

March  21.  Heard  in  an  English 
Class  : Teacher  : The  suffix  “let”  is  dimin- 
utive. So,  booklet  is  a small  book.  Is 
there  anyone  who  can  give  me  another 


one  ? Over  anxious  pupil : 1 have  one, 
sir ! Hamlet. 

March  22.  There  are  only  three  mem- 
bers of  the  RRR  board  and  there  were 
four  club  meetings.  In  all  fairness,  we 
decide  to  go  to  none. 

March  23.  Mattair : I’m  trying  my 
best  to  get  ahead. 

Mr.  W. : Goodness  knows  you  need  one. 

March  24.  Latin  teacher : What’s  a 
burial  urn  ? 

McCarthy:  I don’t  know,  sir;  I’m  not 
a mortician.  (Atta  go,  Gerry.) 

March  28.  The  Physics  Club  met  to- 
day for  those  who  can’t  get  enough. 

March  29.  White : I got  sick  last 
night  from  eating  eggs.  Wilson:  Too 
bad.  White  : No,  one  was  enough. 

March  30.  If  anything  happened  to- 
day. write  it  in  the  margin.  We  went  to 
bed  late  last  night  and  so  slept  in  class  to- 
day. 

March  31.  Editor-in-Chief  Donlati 
suggested  a joke  for  this  day,  which  is 
why  it  does  not  appear. 

April  1.  No  joke  to-day  either, — it’s 
Saturday. 

April  3.  It’s  lucky  Myers  presided  at 
the  Debating  Club  to-day ; we  were  per- 
plexed about  how  we  could  mention 
him.  . . . The  sequel  to  “The  Passing  of 
Room  228”  has  been  written.  Room  328 
passed  out  of  circulation  to-day. 

April  4.  The  RRR  was  asked  why  he 
went  in  for  obscure  jokes.  And  the  same 
guy  kicks  when  we  take  well-known  one. 

April  5.  The  Highway  Safety  Club 
has  endorsed  the  policy  of  planting  flow- 
ers by  the  roadside,  in  the  hope  that 
motorists  will  prefer  looking  down  at  them 
to  looking  up  at  them  . . . Heard  in  Room 
307 — F (in  whisper  to  neighbor  as  he  is 
called  on)  : What  verb  do  you  use  here? 
G:  Darned  if  I know.  F (confidently 
and  loudly)  : Dartidifaino,  darndifainare 
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April  6.  Mr.  S. : Lawson,  correct  this 
sentence  : “Girls  is  naturally  better  looking 
than  boys.”  Lawson  : Girls  is  artificially 
better  looking  than  boys. 

April  7.  Oh  joy!  the  Glee  Club  met 
to-day  . . . It’s  a good  man  who  can  de- 
velop spring  fever  at  these  temperatures. 
(Thanks,  Mr.  Ryan.) 

April  10.  Literary  Club  met  to-day. 

. . . Latin  School  Confucious  says : “A 
polished  gentleman  not  always  bright.” 
He  also  says,  “Give  an  athlete  an  inch  and 
he’ll  take  a foot ; but  let  him  have  it.  Who 
wants  athlete’s  foot  anyway?” 

April  11.  En  franqais  nous  avons  eu 
un  examen  terrifique!  1 he  only  reason 
we  mention  it  is  to  see  if  the  printer  can 
make  a cedilla. 

April  12.  As  a result  of  yesterday, 
our  little  arc  was  missing  from  Le  Cercle 
Franqais  to-day.  . . . We  understand  that 
certain  Register  men  are  in  the  play. 
Didn't  you  like  Grenier’s  poem  in  the  last 
issue,  and  hasn’t  Stavro’s  photographic 
work  been  swell? 

April  13.  Can  you  imagine!  The 
RRR  just  got  a pair  of  tickets  to  “The 
Taming  of  the  Shrew,”  the  swell  play  that 
the  Dramatic  Club  is  putting  on. 

April  14.  Class  Day  to-day.  An 
RRR  pulled  the  prize  crack  in  calling 
Radley  “Boy  Scout !” 

April  16-23.  Vacation,  and  we  won’t 
repeat  z-z-z-z,  having  worn  it  to  prema- 
ture death. 

April  24.  A Latin  School  boy  (Class 
of  ’38)  was  holder  of  the  goldfish-eating 
championship  for  about  ten  hours  to-day. 
The  RRR  is  investigating  a practically 
new  field, — sardines. 


April  25.  No  homework — Class  Ban- 
quet. 

April  26.  Bill  Shue  ought  to  join  the 
Highway  Safety  Club.  When  the  officer 
stopped  him  for  going  down  a one-way 
street,  he  declared  he  was  only  going  one 
way. 

April  27.  Prize  Reading  finals  to-day 
Donlan,  Rosenblatt,  and  Myers  came  in 
in  the  order  mentioned.  (Scoop!) 

April  28.  Mr.  Burke  wielded  the  big 
stick  at  the  Glee  Club  meeting  to-day. 

May  1.  The  Senior  Class  is  tossing 
this  one  about:  Mr.  Gordon:  I’d  like  you 
to  join  the  tennis  team. 

Xasher:  I’m  sorry,  sir;  I don’t  know 
much  about  the  sport — but  I’ll  referee. 

Mav  2-7.  The  RRR  was  out  sick.  His 
foray  into  the  field  of  sardines  left  him 
with  ptomaine  poisoning.  (He  forgot  to 
open  the  cans.) 

May  8.  Those  who  are  up  to  their 
necks  in  work  will  be  interested  in  the 
free  swimming  lessons  at  the  “Y.”  . . . 
Kevin  J.  McCarty — and  we  won’t  tell 
how  much  he  paid  us  to  mention  him. 

May  9.  Now  that  the  end  of  the  year 
approacheth,  the  RRR  wishes  to  extend 
official  (and  abnormal)  thanks  to  Harry 
O’Hare  for  providing  him  with  a myste- 
rious. sleek,  black  sedan. 

May  10.  The  embryo  Register  Staff 
of  1940  (new  model)  showed  its  blush- 
ing face  in  235  to-day. 

May  11.  How  the  office  has  the  heart 
to  mention  the  Glee  Club  on  the  same 
bulletin  with  College  Entrance  require- 
ments is  beyond  us. 

May  12.  The  Aviation  Club  went  for 
its  last  flight  to-day  and  rolled  the  hangar 
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doors  closed  for  a year. 

May  15.  The  Literary  Club  elected 
its  new  officers  in  Room  226.  Keefe  is 
said  to  have  influenced  the  election  by 
fraternizing  with  the  favorite.  (He  lost 
then.) 

May  16.  Orchids  to  the  B.  L.  S. 
News  for  its  success  in  keeping  the 
Harvard  Freshman  debate  before  the 
eye  of  the  public  in  seven  bulletins.  How 
much  is  space  in  the  Bulletin? 

May  17.  Then  there’s  the  Freshman 
who  elected  Esperanto.  (That’s  only  for 
Seniors,  we  hear.) 

May  18.  Our  hound  is  still  chasing 
the  wolf  from  last  year’s  Michelman 
Exam,  so  we’re  letting  this  year’s  alone. 

May  19.  Two-thirds  of  the  debating 
team  against  Harvard  is  from  the 
Register  {plug.) 

May  22.  Roche  is  pretty  cocky  at  the 
approaching  Reggies  . . . We  are  remind- 
ed that  neglect  is  taboo  for  Seniors. 
{Taboo  is  not  a Latin  School  practice, 
though.) 

May  23.  Register  deadline  means 
revelation  this  time.  But  first,  thanks  to 
Mr.  Marson,  whose  judicious  blue-pen- 
cilling saved  us  from  making  fools  of 
ourselves.  Now,  our  time  has  come — we 
repent. 

“Bill”  Macdonald, 

“Jack”  Levenson, 

Norman  Tananbaum  (see  cut) 


“Twee  Iddie  Fishies 
IN  A IDDY  DIDDY ” BOO! 
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Alumni 


Arthur  Sweetser  (A.B.,  A.M.,  Harv- 
ard) has  been  for  many  years  a member 
of  the  Secretariat  of  the  League  of  Na- 
tions, Geneva,  Switzerland,  where  he  now 
is  Director  of  Information  Service.  He 
was  track  and  tennis  captain  in  our  school, 
and  held  the  scholastic  record  for  the 
40-yard  dash. 

William  G.  O’Hare  (A.B.,  Harvard), 
a sturdy  football  player,  taught  school  in 
Boston  for  some  years,  then  served  on 
the  School  Committee.  He  became  Penal 
Commissioner  for  Boston  and  Suffolk 
County,  and  is  now  Commissioner  of 
Public  Welfare  for  Boston. 

Howard  Lindsay,  after  a year  at  Harv- 
ard, entered  New  York  theatrical  life  and 
has  been  an  actor,  dramatist,  stage  di- 
rector, and  co-author  of  plays.  In  school 
he  was  Business  Manager  of  the  Register 
and  a prize  declaimer. 

John  A.  Foley  (A.B.,  M.D.,  Harvard) 
has  been  connected  with  Boston  City 
Hospital.  He  has  lectured  at  Boston 
University  and  Tufts  Medical  Schools. 
In  school  he  was  a very  efficient  physics 
assistant. 

H.  Green  (A.B.,  M.D.,  Harvard)  is 
engaged  in  pediatrics  at  the  Children’s 
Hospital  and  the  Beth  Israel.  He  has 
lectured  at  the  Harvard  Medical. 

John  G.  Downing  (A.B.,  Boston  Col- 
lege, M.D.  Harvard)  is  a specialist  in 
skin  diseases,  and  has  lectured  at  Harv- 
ard, Tufts,  and  Boston  University  Medi- 
cal Schools.  Recently  he  accompanied  to 
Rome  his  distinguished  relative.  Cardinal 
O’Connell. 

E.  Carlisle  Baker  (A.B.,  D.D.S., 

Tufts)  is  a very  prominent  dentist  in 
Roslindale,  where  he  attends  many  Latin 
School  boys. 

Gaynor  O’Gorman  (A.B.,  Harvard)  is 
an  executive  with  the  United  Shoe  Ma- 
chinery Corporation.  In  school  he  was 
Editor  of  the  Register. 


Homer  P.  Griffin  (Harvard)  is  pur- 
chasing agent  with  Dennison  Manufac- 
turing Co. 

Joseph  M.  Sanderson  (A.B.,  Harvard) 
is  New  England  Manager  for  Doubleday, 
Doran  & Co. 

Aaron  Feinberg  (A.B.,  Harvard)  is 
an  engineer  for  the  New  England  Tel.  & 
Tel.  Co. 

R.  B.  Hill  (B.S.,  Harvard)  is  with  the 
Bell  Tel.  Laboratories  of  New  York.  He 
used  to  commute  from  Brockton  every 
school  day. 

Joseph  A.  Cummings  (A.  B.,  Harv- 
ard) is  a chemist  with  the  U.  S.  Food  and 
Drug  Administration  at  New  York. 

John  H.  Keyes  (A.  B.,  Amherst)  sells 
machinery  for  drilling  oil  wells  in  Tulsa, 
Oklahoma.  He  was  a hundred  percent 
“math  wizard.’’ 

Francis  S.  Wyner  (A.B.,  L.L.B., 

Harvard)  is  Judge  in  the  Brookline 
Court.  He  was  No.  1 in  both  Latin 
School  and  Harvard. 

D.  P.  Colville  (LL.B.  Northeastern)  is 
Clerk  in  the  Superior  Court,  Boston. 

Joseph  O.  Daley  (West  Point)  has  re- 
tired from  active  service  as  Lieut.  Colonel 
of  Field  Artillery. 

The  Reverend  W.  T.  A.  O’Brien  is  in 
charge  at  St.  Stephen’s,  North  End. 

The  Reverend  John  W.  Churchward 
is  parish  priest  of  St.  John  the  Baptist, 
Essex.  He  was  a wonderful  basketball 
player,  and  his  picture  still  adorns  our 
first-floor  corridor. 

Lenthall  Wyman  (A.B.,  M.F.,  Harv- 
ard) is  Professor  of  Forestry  in  North 
Carolina  University. 

Albert  M.  Turner  is  Professor  of  Eng- 
lish at  the  University  of  Maine. 

H.  G.  Meserve  is  Mathematics  teacher 
at  the  Schola  Latina  Puellarum. 

( Submitted  by  Max  Levine, 

Secretary,  B.L.S.  ’07) 
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1.  What  is  the  name  of  the  master 
Room  118? 

Mr.  C.  C.  Cleary 
Mr.  G.  B.  Cleary 
Mr.  F.  C.  Cleary 
Mr.  B.  G.  Cleary 


2.  What  room  is  known  as  the  lumber 
yard  of  Class  I ? 

Room  301 
Room  334 
Room  303 
Room  335 


3.  What  teacher  was  a renowned 
football  player  ? 

Mr.  Pennypacker 
Mr.  Doyle 
Mr.  Ready 
Mr.  Canned 


4.  What  was  the  longest  vacation 
Latin  school  ever  had? 

10  days 

2 months 

3 months 
1 year 


5.  What  was  B.  L.  S.  first  publica- 
tion ? 

The  Register 
Literary  Journal 
Ancient  Advertiser 
Bedford  Street  Budget 

6.  How  many  seats  are  there  in  the 
assembly  hall  ? 

700  1000  800 

900  1200  1100 

7.  What  does  one  ring  of  the  school 
bell  signify? 

Pay  day 
Fire 

Call  for  Mr.  Powers 
Call  for  Mr.  WAnners 
Call  for  Phillip  Morris 

8.  What  is  the  street  number  of  Latin 
school  ? 

1 3 5 13 

4 2 0 7 

9.  Which  of  these  gentlemen  does  not 
teach  Latin? 

Mr.  Marnell 
Mr.  Neville 
Mr.  Hopkinson 
Mr.  Rosenthal 

10.  What  was  the  average  age  of  a 
B.  L.  S.  Class  I years  ago — 

15  17  20 

16  18  86 


1 Jou,rd  Tjot  So  vSmartT 


of 
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Hora  Septima 


A very  strange  situation  indeed  exists 
on  the  Register  staff  at  this  moment — 
there  seems  to  be  no-one  in  sight  to  take 
over  the  reins  in  1940!  Whereas  there 
are  usually  two  or  three  outstanding  can- 
didates for  the  post  of  Editor-in-Chief 
the  following  year,  this  late  date  sees  not 
one  on  the  horizon.  So  Mr.  Marson  has 
devised  a comprehensive  examination, 
which  quite  a number  of  Class  t^-nsfvrs 
lately  took ; the  scheme  is  intended  to  not 
only  pick  an  Editor,  but  also  to  mould  a 
capable  staff  from  the  examinees  ...  we 
will  soon  know  the  results. 

The  Farewell  Dance  was  a pronounced 
success ! Not  only  socially  was  the  af- 
fair outstanding;  a large  sum  of  money 
has  been  turned  over  by  the  Committee- 
in-Charge — the  Class  Officers — to  the 
treasury  of  the  Senior  Class.  The  inten- 
tion is  to  establish  a perpetual  prize  in 
honor  of  the  Class  of  1939.  As  to  the  en- 
tertainment value  of  the  dance,  any  sen- 
ior will  testify  that  it  was  the  year’s  most 
enjoyable  affair.  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Powers 
attended,  praised  the  Committee  warmly, 
and  left  with  a decidedly  favorable  im- 
pression of  the  average  senior’s  social 
bearing.  An  unbreakable  tie  in  the  dance 
contest  between  Lincoln  Reed  of  304  and 
Tom  Stuart  of  335  was  broken  by  the 
Headmaster’s  suggestion  that  two  cups 
be  awarded.  Id  fit ! 

I he  25th  of  April  will  long  be  remem- 
bered by  this  class.  The  annual  banquet 
was  held  on  that  night  and  Class  I dined 
heartily  at  the  Monaco  room  of  the  Len- 
ox. When  the  last  crumb  had  been 
brushed  from  the  last  vest,  the  genial 
toastmaster,  Mr.  Dunn,  introduced  the 


speakers  of  the  evening.  Mr.  Glover  de- 
livered a polished  and  witty  oration  in 
the  vernacular  of  the  School.  It  was 
greeted  by  most  with  blank  amazement. 
We  had  no  trouble  however.  Mr.  Le- 
vine spoke  of  Class  spirit  and  the  annual 
banquet  as  a vital  function  of  the  alumni. 
Mr.  Winslow  was  the  guest  of  honor. 
He  was  presented  with  an  emblematic 
watch  charm  and  made  an  honorary  mem- 
ber of  the  class.  His  speech  was  the 
highlight  of  the  evening  delivered  as 
only  he  can  deliver  a speech.  His  rem- 
iniscences were  uproariously  funny.  He 
was  given  a magnificent  ovation.  Mr. 
Dunn  had  conned  well  “The  Toastmast- 
er’s Handbook”  and  saw  to  it  that  every- 
thing ran  like  clockwork. 

Odd  bits — congrats  to  Ray  Nasher  who 
is  seeded  second  in  Mass,  tennis,  and  to 
George  Schlichte  who  has  performed  the 
impossible — not  content  with  becoming 
Colonel  of  the  Regiment,  he  has  been  ap- 
pointed to  Annapolis  by  Congress-woman 
Rogers  of  Lowell.  (Has  a way  with  the 
women,  too !) 

This  is  our  last  month  as  well  as  Mr. 
Winslow’s.  We  fear  our  departure  will 
be  of  little  importance  when  compared 
with  the  great  loss  to  the  school  in  Mr. 
Winslow’s  retiring.  For  40  years  or 
more,  he  has  seen  the  boys  come  and 
go.  He  has  mellowed  with  the  school. 
He  has  served  under  three  Headmasters. 
He  has  left  an  indelible  print  on  the 
school.  Room  335  will  never  be  the  same 
again.  We  wish  him  every  success  in  the 
years  to  come. 

That’s  all.  Class  dismissed.  The 
Seventh  Period  has  officially  ended. 

Russell  Robinson,  ’39 
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Agmen  Purpureum 


2 TO  2 

Latin  School  opened  its  season  by  jour- 
neying to  Southboro  to  meet  St.  Mark’s 
School.  Wallace  of  St.  Mark’s  opened 
the  scoring  in  the  last  of  the  first  after 
Brown,  his  centerfielder,  singled.  St. 
Mark’s  scored  again  in  the  last  of  the 
fifth  when  Patterson  doubled  and  Palmer 
drove  him  in  with  a single.  This  ended 
the  opponents’  scoring  for  the  day,  in 
fact  from  then  on  they  were  unable  to  get 
a single  hit. 

Mulhern  opened  the  seventh  with  a 
double  and  Bill  Connolly  singled  driving- 
in  our  first  run.  Lawlor  got  on  base  on 
an  error  and  Hoar  followed  with  a single, 
scoring  Connolly.  This  was  our  big  and 
only  inning,  for  when  the  game  was 
called  in  the  10th,  because  of  darkness, 
neither  side  had  been  able  to  score  again. 

Bill  Connolly  was  the  Latin  star,  col- 
lecting two  hits  and  scoring  a run.  Bill 
also  pitched  a fine  game,  allowing  but 
four  hits  in  ten  innings  and  striking  out 
eight  batters.  Walter  Hoar  at  first,  Mul- 
hern on  second  and  Dick  Lawlor  in  left 
were  the  three  new  players  in  the  line- 
up. 


MANEKOFSKY  HANDCUFFS 
TRADE 

Sid  Manekofsky  took  the  mound 
against  Boston  Trade  on  April  24  at 
Draper  Field,  West  Roxbury.  Both  sides 
retired  in  order  in  the  first  inning,  but 
from  then  on  there  was  enough  scoring 
to  take  care  of  everyone. 

Radley  started  the  parade  by  getting 
a base  on  balls  in  the  last  of  the  second. 
Coughlin  walked  and  Rooney  singled 


driving  him  in.  Connolly  got  on  when  he 
was  hit  by  the  pitcher  and  Manekofsky 
doubled  to  score  Rooney  and  Connolly. 
Mulhern  singled,  advancing  Manekof- 
sky. Bill  Connolly  got  on  when  the  pitcher 
erred  and  Manekofsky  sneaked  home  in 
the  confusion.  Hoar  singled,  scoring 
Mulhern,  making  the  sixth  and  last  run 
for  that  inning.  Radley  opened  the  third 
with  a single  and  scored  when  Coughlin 
doubled.  Bill  Coughlin  started  off  the 
5th  with  a base  on  balls.  Rooney  singled 
ard  Jim  Connolly  and  Manekofsky  reach- 
ed on  errors  as  Rooney  and  Coughlin 
scored.  Bill  Connolly  doubled  driving  in 
Connolly  and  Manekofsky.  Hoar  reach- 
ed on  a fielder’s  choice  and  advanced  to 
second  on  an  error. 

Higgins  singled  scoring  Bill  Connolly 
and  Hoar,  this  ended  the  scoring  for  this 
inning  and  accounted  for  six  more  runs. 
Jim  Connolly  started  off  the  sixth  with 
a single  and  scored  when  Manekofsky 
walloped  out  his  second  double  of  the  day. 
Mulhern  singled  and  Connolly  got  his 
second  double  driving  in  Manekofsky  and 
Mulhern.  Hoar  reached  on  a fielder’s 
choice  and  scored  behind  Bill  Connolly 
when  Radley  singled.  Score  at  end  of 
the  sixth,  18-5.  Bill  Connolly  scored 
again  in  the  eighth  and  Trade  scored  one 
more  in  the  ninth  to  make  the  score  19-6. 
There  were  no  individual  standouts  be- 
cause everyone  played  well,  but  Sid 
Manekofsky  really  sparkled  as  he  struck 
out  17  and  collected  two  doubles  himself. 

AB  R H 

Mulhern  6 2 3 

Connolly,  W 6 3 3 

McCarty  2 0 1 

Hoar  4 1 1 

Reilly  1 0 0 

Higgins  5 1 1 
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Radley  . 

Levenson 

Coughlin 

Nedvins 

Kineary 


5 2 2 
0 0 0 
2 2 1 
1 0 0 
0 0 0 


ROSLINDALE  SQUEEZES  IN 
In  a game  which  saw  all  the  scoring 
done  in  the  first  two  innings  Roslindale 
beat  B.  L.  S.  by  the  narrow  margin  of 
one  run,  score  3 to  2.  The  bases  were 
loaded  when  Hal  Kallenberg  came  to  bat 
and  poled  out  a triple  to  account  for  all 
of  his  team’s  runs.  Mulhern  in  the  first 
and  Lawlor  in  the  second  accounted  for 
Latin's  two  runs.  Sid  Manekofsky  with 
two  for  four  was  Latin’s  big  gun. 


Coughlin,  2b 

Mulhern,  ss  

O’Connell,  cf 
Manekofsky,  rf  . 

Rooney,  3b 

Sullivan,  If 

Lawlor,  If  

McCarty,  lb 

Nedvins,  c 

Connolly,  W.,  p . . 


AB  R H PO  A 
4 0 0 2 0 

4 1114 

3 0 0 1 0 

4 0 2 0 0 

4 0 115 

10  0 10 

3 110  0 

4 0 1 10  1 

3 0 1 10  2 

4 0 112 


LATIN  7— MECHANICS  6 
On  May  18,  Boston  Latin  played  host 
to  Mechanic  Arts  at  Draper  field  in  West 
Roxbury.  Latin  has  been  an  in  and  out 
team  all  season  mainly  because  of  con- 
tinuous shifting  in  the  lineup  necessi- 
tated by  eligibility  rules  and  the  fact  that 
some  boys  left  school  to  work.  Young 
Reilly  took  the  mound  for  B.  L.  S.  to  op- 
pose a team  that  as  yet  had  not  won  a 
game.  The  game  was  given  a good  start 
in  the  last  of  the  first  when  W.  Connolly 
and  O’Connell  each  scored  a run  to  give 
us  a lead  that  was  never  lost.  Rowen 
scored  in  the  second  to  bring  the  total  up' 
to  3 runs.  Two  more  runs  in  the  fourth 


and  fifth  brought  the  total  up  to  seven 
and  completed  Latin’s  scoring  for  the 
day. 

Mechanics  scored  once  in  the  second 
and  then  in  the  fourth  by  means  of  two 
errors  and  three  hits  scored  three  runs. 
They  scored  again  in  the  6th  and  7th  to 
bring  their  total  up  to  six  runs. 

Rooney  was  Latin’s  big  gun,  belting 
out  two  triples  in  three  times  at  bat.  Bill 
Coughlin  added  his  bit  by  knocking  out 
a homer  down  the  right  field  foul  line. 
Reilly  pitched  a fine  game  allowing  but 
four  hits  and  striking  out  nine.  Except 
for  some  loose  fielding  in  the  fourth  the 
boys  in  Purple  outplayed  their  weaker 
rivals. 


LAWRENCE  ACADEMY  8,  LATIN  7 

On  Saturday,  May  20,  Boston  Latin 
journeyed  to  Groton  to  meet  their  yearly 
nemesis,  Lawrence  Academy.  Among 
the  members  of  the  opposing  team  were 
two  familiar  faces.  One,  Dick  Dobbyn, 
who  graduated  in  the  class  of  1938  and 
pitched  against  English  last  year.  The 
other  player  was  Reddy,  who  played  for 
English  last  year  and  now  plays  left  field 
for  Lawrence. 

Both  teams  hit  freely,  Lawrence  col- 
lecting fourteen  hits  and  Latin  an  unlucky 
thirteen  hits.  Latin  got  off  to  a good  start 
scoring  two  runs  in  the  first  and  gained  a 
lead  which  they  did  not  relinquish  until 
the  eighth.  They  scored  two  more  runs 
in  the  third  and  two  more  again  in  the 
6th.  The  final  tally  was  scored  in  the 
7th,  bringing  the  total  up  to  seven  runs. 

Lawrence  scored  one  run  in  the  second, 
third,  fourth  and  sixth.  But  in  the  8th 
they  really  found  themselve^  and  pushed 
across  four  runs  to  give  them  a winning 
margin.  Bill  Connolly  pitched  good  ball 
but  the  heavy  guns  of  the  private  school 
boys  proved  to  be  too  much  for  him. 
Connolly  struck  out  six  and  gave  four 
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bases  on  balls,  while  the  opposing  pitcher, 
Rowen,  struck  out  five  and  gave  four 
bases  on  balls.  O’Connell  was  the  batting 
star  of  the  day,  getting  three  for  three. 
Mulhern,  Rooney,  Jim  Connolly  and 
Sullivan  each  got  two  hits.  Rooney  con- 
tinued his  heavy  hitting,  getting  a double, 
as  did  Jim  Connolly. 


Mulhern,  ss  

O’Connell,  c 

W.  Connolly,  p . . 

Rowen,  lb  

Rooney,  3b  

J.  Connolly,  cf  . . . 

*Kruger,  rf  

Coughlin,  2b  .... 

Sullivan,  If  

*Gillis  

*Batted  for  Kruger 


AB  BH  PO  A R 

5 2 2 2 1 

3 3 8 1 2 

5 0 13  0 

4 18  11 

5 2 111 

5 2 10  1 

4 110  1 

3 0 2 4 0 

4 2 0 0 0 

1 0 0 0 0 


THIS  AND  THAT 
Charlie  “Fitz”  claims  in  Red  Connolly 
to  have  one  of  the  best  pitchers  in  the 
schoolboy  ranks.  “Without  Bill,  Latin 
School  might  as  well  fold  up,  he’s  our 
only  salvation.”  Ray  Nasher  certainly 
is  going  great  guns  in  tennis,  he  hasn’t 
been  stopped  yet.  Bunney  Rowen  is  set- 
ting some  sort  of  a record  this  year.  Al- 
ready he  has  played  first  string  in  foot- 
ball and  hockey.  Then  with  but  two 
days  practise  he  won  the  Reggie  Class  B 
shot.  Now  he’s  playing  first  base  for  the 
ball  team  and  barring  some  mishap  should 
garner  his  fourth  letter.  He  is  the 
first  athlete  to  do  this  in  at  least  ten 
years.  Next  year  Latin  should  have  two 
of  the  outstanding  dashmen  in  the  school 
boy  ranks.  Irving  Canner,  Reggie  champ 
indoors  and  out,  and  Bill  Connolly  who 
met  but  one  defeat  all  season.  Lew 
Clement  left  school  to  play  ball  for  Hart- 
ford, the  Bee’s  farm — good  luck,  Lew. 
Sid  Manekofsky,  undoubtedly  the  heav- 


iest hitter  (extra  bases)  in  the  Boston 
schools  also  left  school — to  take  a job. 
Walter  Hoar  looks  like  a fugitive  from 
a chain  gang  with  all  the  stripes  on  his 
sweater. 


TENNIS 

In  a few  days,  the  Tennis  team  will 
finish  its  schedule  by  playing  English 
High  School  at  Franklin  Field.  Although 
the  team  has  not  had  too  successful  a sea- 
son, it  has  done  very  well  in  view  of  the 
limited  facilities  at  its  disposal,  and  the 
keen  competition  which  it  has  faced. 

After  a small  amount  of  outdoor  prac- 
tice, Mr.  Aaron  Gordon,  the  coach,  led 
his  team  against  a well-balanced  Tufts 
Freshman  team.  The  Purple  was  de- 
feated, 5-3. 

On  May  1,  the  Latin  team  held  the 
field,  smashing  a 3-2  victory  from  the 
hard-fighting  Roxbury  Latin  School 
team. 

Winchester  spelled  defeat  for  the 
Latinites,  downing  us,  5-2.  Because  of 
the  absence  of  No.  2 man,  “Roxy”  Law- 
son,  we  were  set  back  by  Brookline  High 
school,  6-3,  on  Friday,  May  12. 

Wednesday,  May  17,  was  a dark  day 
for  our  team.  Light-hearted,  they  left 
the  school  to  battle  against  Newton  high, 
which  has  held  the  State  Championship 
for  the  past  three  years.  Newton’s  “Al” 
Evarts,  Massachusetts  State  Champion 
and  Number  One  seeded  player  in  the 
state,  faced  the  hard-hitting  captain  of 
the  Purple  team  and  Number  Two  seed- 
ed player,  Ray  Nasher.  Ray  swept 
through  the  first  set,  6-1  ; but  dropped 
the  next  two,  6-1  and  6-0.  The  rest  of 
the  team  fared  no  better ; and  the  match 
was  lost,  9-0. 

Things  look  brighter,  however,  for,  if 
Ray  reaches  the  finals  of  the  Interschol- 
astic State  Tournament  at  Winchester, 
Latin  School  will  finish  second  in  the 
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state.  If  an  independent  team  such  as 
this  can  go  as  far  as  it  has,  imagine  what 
would  happen  if  tennis  was  officially 
recognized ! 

Among  those  who  have  seen  service 
this  year  are  Ray  Nasher,  Harry  O’Hare, 
Harry  Keefe,  “Roxy”  Lawson,  Frank 


Flaschner,  John  Cullen,  “Mel”  Silver- 
man,  “Buddy”  Greenspan,  “Al”  Siagan- 
sky,  “Vic”  Kumin,  Brarch,  and  Sidlaush- 
as. 

Our  thanks  go  to  Mr.  Gordon  for  his 
excellent  work  and  untiring  efforts. 

Philip  Jackson,  Manager 


Cachinnemus 


Customer : “May  I try  on  that  suit  in 
the  window?” 

Salesman : “I’m  sorry,  sir,  but  you’ll 
have  to  use  the  dressing  room.” 


He : “That  man  is  the  ugliest  person  I 
ever  saw.” 

She:  “Hush,  dear;  you  forget  your- 
self.” 


TO  FUTURE  HOTEL  OWNERS 
False  rumors  are  annoying, 

But  hotel  keepers  say 
The  most  annoying  roomers 
Are  those  who  do  not  pay. 

NEWS  FOR  THE  DEBATING  CLUB 
6th  Classman  : “What  do  you  think  of 
that  speaker’s  execution  ?” 

5th  Classman : “I  am  in  favor  of  it.” 


“What  do  you  hear  from  your  son  at 
college?” 

“The  local  bank  reports  he  is  well  and 
happy.” 


“We  are  lost !”  the  captain  shouted 
As  he  staggered  down  the  stair, 
“This  subway  goes  to  Chelsea, 

And  I want  Copley  Square.” 


The  sheriff  said  to  the  murderer, 

“Better  give  yourself  up.  You’re 
through !” 

But  the  criminal,  nothing  daunted, 

Said : “I’ll  be  hanged  if  I do.” 


Teacher  (to  Freshie  entering  late)  : 
“When  were  you  born  ?” 

Frosh:  “On  the  second  of  April.” 
Teacher:  “Late  again.” 


“Go  away,”  the  onion  weepingly  cried; 

“Your  love  I cannot  be. 

The  pumpkin  is  my  lawful  bride; 

You  cantelope  with  me.” 
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As  Shakespeare  said : “Tq  scratch 
one’s  head  is  a sign  of  breeding. 


Frosh  : “Did  you  hear  about  the  ac- 
cident yesterday?’’ 

Soph:  “No.  What  happened?” 

Frosh:  “An  automobile  ran  into  the 
garage.” 


Frosh : “Who  was  that  lady  I saw  you 
walking  down  the  street  with  you  last 
night  ?” 

Soph : “That  was  no  street ; that  was 
an  alley.” 


THEATRICAL  NOTES 
The  villain  threatened  to  throw  the 
heroine  over  the  cliff,  but  she  smiled,  for 
she  knew  it  was  onlv  a bluff. 


Recently  come  across : 
Twinkle,  twinkle,  little  star, 
How  I wonder  what  you  are, 
Up  above  the  world  so  high, 
Like  a diamond  in  the  sky. 


Scintillate,  scintillate,  globule  vivific, 

Fain  would  I fathom  thy  nature  specific, 
Loftily  poised  in  ether  capacious, 

Strongly  resembling  a gem  carbonaceous. 


LOGICAL  CONCLUSIONS 
If  you  shoot  yourself  in  the  head  ten 
times  with  a loaded  pistol,  there  is  likely 
to  be  a death  in  your  family. 

If  you  want  a good  finish  for  your  car, 
stall  it  at  any  railroad  crossing. 


“Ah  ! I will  fool  the  bloodhounds  yet,” 
said  the  villain,  and  putting  on  his  rubbers 
he  erased  his  tracks. 


Frosh  (with  report  card):  “I'm  just 
like  Washington,  Jefferson  and  Lincoln.” 
Pop  : “Why  ?” 

Frosh:  “I  went  down  in  history  too.” 

— Boys'  Life. 


Prof  : “I  wish  you’d  pay  a little  atten- 
tion to  what  I say.” 

Frosh : “I  am — as  little  as  possible.” 

— Boys'  Life. 


Sixth  Classman : “Say,  how  do  you 
spell  the  capital  of  Kentucky — L-o-u-i-s- 
v-i-l-l-e  or  L-e-w-i-s-v-i-l-l-e  ?” 

Fifth  Classman:  “Why,  Louisville  of 
course.” 

Sixth  Classman : “That’s  funny,  I’ve 
always  spelled  it  F-r-a-n-k-f-o-r-t.” 

— Boys’  Life. 


A teacher  took  her  class  to  visit  the 
museum  of  natural  history.  When  one 
of  her  small  boy  pupils  got  home  that  day, 
his  mother  asked  what  had  happened  at 
school.  “Oh,”  he  said  joyfully,  “our 
teacher  took  us  to  a dead  circus.” 


Co-Ed : “Why  didn’t  you  find  out  who 
he  was  when  the  professor  called  the 
roll?” 

Another  Co-Ed : “I  did  try  to,  but  he 
answered  to  four  different  names.” 
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Souls  at  Sea  Class  IV-B 

You  Can’t  Take  It  With  You 

Muzzey,  Magruder,  and 
Faulkner-Keppner 

Hard  to  Get 

Approbation  with  Distinction 
The  Last  Warning  Trial  period  ends 
I Am  the  Law  Mr.  Powers 

Say  It  in  French 

Who  do  you  think  we  are? 
Five  of  a Kind  And  all  40’s 

Block-Heads  But  then,  aren’t  we  all? 
The  Shining  Hour  Any  hour  after  2 :30 
Fugitives  for  a Night 
That’s  the  night  we  bring  home  the  cards 
Service  DeLuxe 

What  the  lunchroom  lacks 


“Who’s  the  Speaker  of  the  House?’’ 
roared  the  political  science  “prof”  during 
an  oral  exam. 

“Mother,”  responded  the  meek-looking 
frosh  in  the  corner  seat. 

— Copeland 

A backward  boy  in  English  composition 
class  was  unusually  graphic  in  a theme 
supposed  to  be  written  about  a ball  game. 
When  the  teacher  came  to  his  paper,  she 
read,  “Rain— no  game.” 

A scholar  who  can  say  “it  is  raining” 
in  French,  Latin,  Greek,  and  Spanish 
gets  just  as  wet  as  he  who  can  say  it  only 
in  English. 

Sumner’s  Borofsky  and  Greenfield  ’39 


ANSWERS 

1.  — Mr.  G.  B.  Cleary 

2.  — Room  335 

3.  — Mr.  Canned 

4.  — One  year  (1776) 

5.  — Literary  Journal 

6. — 1200 

7.  — Call  for  Mr.  Powers 

8. — 0 

9.  — Mr.  Rosenthal 

10. — 15 


100  Approbation  prize  for  you 
90  Shark  beats  you  out — sorry. 

80  You’re  up  with  the  editor-in-chief. 
70  Fidelity  prize — dear  little  angel 
60 — Gentlemen’s  mark 
50  I’m  worried  about  you,  son 
40  Try  a gyp  sheet,  bud 
30 — Promotion  in  danger  ! 

20  Must  repeat 

10 — Transfer  to  English  High 

0 You  must  be  in  IV-B 
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LADIES  and  MENS 

FORM 4 L CLOTHES 
FOR  RENTAL 

kMikA  h/crmi  *6 


READ  & WHITE 


III  5UMMIR  STRUT  WOOLWORTH  BUILDING 

7fMlB.  79JO  CASPII  14*7 


CAPS  and  GOWNS 


Wadsworth  Press  telephone  kirkland  1013 

ZJLSULBJUULJULSlJLSLSUUULJLajLiUULSJLSLajUULJ^^ 

251  Third  Street 
Cambridge,  Massachusetts 


❖ Your  School  Printer  * 


150  High  Street,  corner  Oliver  St. 

M imeograph 
Bonds 

Ledgers 

Envelopes 

Paper  Specialties 

TELEPHONE  HANCOCK  7 433 


Berkeley  Preparatory  School 


■'tabli'hpfl  1907 


AN  ACCREDITED  SCHOOL 

Preparation  for  College  by  Certificate  or  Examination 
SEND  FOR  CATALOGUE  NOW 

470  Commonwealth  Avenue,  Boston 

Telephone,  COMmonwralt.li  9202 


Scholastic  Jewelers 


INC. 


“Official  Jewelers  of  Class  of  1039" 


5174-78  Washington  Street 


Boston 


THE  JAMAICA  PRESS 

J.  R KAVANAUGH,  Proprietor 


Printing 


Binding 


753  Centre  Street 


Engraving 

Jamaica  Plain 


Jamaica  1661 


Warren  Kay  Vantine 

Studios 

& 

OFFICIAL  PHOTOGRAPHER  FOR 
CLASS  OF  1939 

“S' 

160  Boylston  Street 
Boston,  Mass. 


Succeed  in  VETERINARY  MEDICINE 
. . . An  Uncrowded  Profession 

There’s  an  attractive  future  for  young  men  and  women  in  the  field  of 
Veterinary  Medicine.  Take  steps  now  to  prepare  for  a career  in  this 
interesting,  remunerative  profession. 

Middlesex  University’s  School  of  Veterinary  Medicine  offers  a four- 
year  course  leading  to  the  Doctor  of  Veterinary  '\edicine  degree. 
High-grade  faculty.  Newly  erected  building;  extensive,  well-equipped 
laboratories.  Experimental  stock  farm. 

Graduates  of  this  high  school  admitted  without  examination  to  the 
one-year  Pre-Veterinary  course. 

Other  Departments  (Co=educational) : 

College  of  Arts  and  Sciences— Two-year  Pre-Medical  and  one-year  Pre- 
Veterinary  courses.  Also  four-year  courses  leading  to  A.B.  and  .BS. 

School  of  Medicine — Four  years.  M.D.  degree. 

School  of  Podiatry  (Chiropody) — Three  years. 

School  of  Pharmacy — Two  years. 

The  Schools  of  Podiatry  and  Pharmacy  are  located  in  the  Back  Bay  Building 
415  Newbury  Street,  Boston. 

Catalog  will  be  sent  on  request. 

MIDDLESEX  UNIVERSITY,  Waltham,  Mass. 


Compliments  of 

p.  f.  McDonald  & co. 
Iron  and  Steel 


Tel.  hIGhlands  9056 

MARIE  A.  KREBS 

THEATRICAL  AND  MASQUERADE  COSTUMES 

WIGS,  MASKS  AND  MAKE=UP  ARTICLES 
MAKE=UP  ARTISTS  FURNISHED 

115  DUDLEY  STREET  At  Dudley  St.  Terminal  BOSTON,  MASS. 


“Yea!” 

“Let’s  Go!” 

“Where?” 

“To  the 

SOUTH  STATION  THEATRE” 

(In  the  South  Station ) 

2]/2  Hours  Short  Subjects  and  Newsreels 

Kennedy’s 
Under-Grad  Shop 
has  what  it  takes 

To  make  high  school  men  the  models 
of  their  class  in  correct  dress,  for  the 
Under-Grad  Shop  is  usually  first  with  the 
latest  clothes,  in  everything  from  casual 
sportswear  to  the  strict  formality  of 
white  tie  and  tails. 

Under-Grad  Shop  - 4th  Floor 

KENNEDY’S 

SUMMER  and  HAWLEY  - BOSTON 


Attention!  Attention!  Cadets 

Lindbrook’s  for  Regulation 
High  School  Uniforms  and 
Accessories.  Overseas  Caps 
with  Celluloid  name  plate. 

LINDBROOK  CLOTHES 
325  Washington  St.,  Boston  Mass 


Prepare  for 

the  Boards  Now! 

Experienced  Tutors  in  All 
C.E.E.B.  Subjects 

Fees  Moderate 

BUREAU  OF  PRIVATE  TUTORS 

Fred  Reinstein,  M.A  , Director 
Tal.  9748  Blu.4145 


Casey 

brOnstein 

bluMemthal 

PlDGEON 

nageL 

leavItt 

Mea 

lEduc 

greeN 

ereTsky 

collinS 

8ULLIVAN 

brOoks 

Faroe 

SNYDER 

tayloR 
weldOn 
XARIlOs 
wald  Man 

MCINTYRE 

chalapaTas 

xarHos 

o’haRa 

MR.  ROSENTHAL 

yacnEr 

ITEI.LY 

HUNDRED  TWENTY-NINE 


Compliments  of 


Mr.  W.  O’Leary 


and 


Room  325 


AVIATION 


CLUB 


Compliments  of 

THE 

TENNIS 

CLUB 


NORTHEASTERN 

UNIVERSITY 

DAY  DIVISION 

College  of  Liberal  Arts 

Offers  a broad  program  of  college  »ubjects  serving  as  a foundation  for  tire  understanding 
of  modern  culture,  social  relations,  and  technical  achievement.  The  purpose  of  this  program 
is  to  g^e  rhe  student  a liberal  and  cultural  education  and  a vocational  competence  which  fits 
him  to  enter  some  specific  type  of  useful  employment. 

College  of  Business  Administration 

Offers  a college  program  with  broad  and  thorough  training  in  the  principles  of  busiaess 
with  specialization  in  Accounting,  Banking  and  Finance,  or  Business  Management. 
Instruction  is  through  lectures,  solution  of  business  problems,  cl  its  discussions,  motion  pictures 
and  tall.  5 by  business  men. 

College  of  Engineering 

Provides  complete  college  prosy  a ms  in  Engineering  with  professional  courses  in  the  fields 
of  Civil,  Mechanical  (With  Diesel,  Aeronautical,  and  Air  Conditioning  Options), 
Electrical,  Chemical,  Industrial  Engineering,  and  Engineering  Administration. 
Student*  select,  at  the  beginning  of  the  sophomore  year,  the  course  in  which  they  intend  to 
specialise 

Co-operative  Plan 

The  Co-operative  Plan  provides  for  a combination  of  practical  industrial  experience  with 
classroom  instruction.  Upperclassman  earn  a portion  of  their  school  expenses  and  make 
business  contacts  which  prove  valuable  in  later  years. 

Degrees  Awarded 

Bachelor  of  Arts  Bachelor  of  Science 


EVENING  DIVISION 


fFoR  Mbn  and  Women) 

Providing  complete  courses  of  uni  verity  grade  in  business  and  law.  for  high  school 
graduates  who  find  it  necessary  to  work  d urine  the  day  but  wish  to  stud y for 
further  advancement 


School  of  Business 

Programs  in  Accounting,  Management,  Law 
and  Business,  and  in  Engineering  and  Busi- 
ness, under  instructors  actually  engaged  in 
the  field?  in  which  they  teach. 

73%  of  graduates  hold  executive  positions 
in  business.  Preparation  for  die  C.P  A. 
examinations.  School  grants  B.  B.  A.  de- 
gree. Individual  courses  available  to 
special  students. 


Evening  Division  of  the 
College  of  Liberal  Arts 
A special  three-year  evening  program 
providing  general  education  and  prep- 
aration for  the  day  and  evening  pro- 
grams of  the  Northeastern  University 
School  of  Law.  Meets  one-half  the 
requirements  for  A.  B.  or  B.  S.  de- 
gree. Title  of  Associate  in  Arts 
conferred. 


Graduates  of  Boston  Latin  School  may  be  admitted  without  examinations  if  grades  are 
satisfactory  to  the  Department  of  Admissions 


FOR  CATALOGUE— MAIL  THIS  COUPON  AT  ONCE 
NORTHEASTERN  UNIYTSHSITY 
Director  of  Admissions 
Boston,  Massachusetts 

Please  send  me  a catalog  of  the 

□ College  of  Liberal  Arts  □ Evening  School  of  Business 

□ College  of  Engineering  □ Day  Pre-Logal  Program 

□ College  o?  Business  Administration  □ Junior  College 

Nimt 

Address 
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